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41 ever will,' said the lady, weeping plentcously. ' It is all my fault; you are ever too good. There is not in the world a kinder and more gentle being than yourself. I shall never forgive myself for this exposure.
4 Would you like to take anything ?' said Lord Cadurcis: * I am sure you must feel exhausted. You see I am drinking wine ; it is my only dinner to-day, but I dare say there is some salvolatile in the house; 1 dare say, when my maids go into hysterics, they have it!'
* Ah, mocker!' said Lady Monteagle; ' but I can pardon everything, if you will only let me see you.'
* Au revoir! then,' said his lordship;   * I am sure the carriage must be ready.    I hear it.    Come, Mr. Gertrude, settle you wig; it is quite awry.    By Jove! we might as well go to the Pantheon, as you are ready dressed.    I have a domino.'    And so saying, Lord Cadurcis handed the lady to his carriage, and pressed her lightly by the hand, as ho reiterated his promise of calling at Monteagle House the next day.
CHAPTER XVII.
LORD CADURCIS, unhappy at home, and wearied of the commonplace resources of society, had passed the night in every species of dissipation ; his principal companion being that same young nobleman in whose company he had been when he first met Venetia at Eanelagh. The morn was breaking when Cadurcis and his friend arrived at his door. They had settled to welcome the dawn with a beaker of burnt Burgundy.
* jSTow, my dear Scrope,' said Cadurcis.' 'now for quiet and philosophy. The laughter of those infernal women, the rattle of those cursed dice, and the oaths of those ruffians, are still ringing in my ears. Let us compose ourselves, and moralise.'
Accustomed to their master's habits, who generally turned